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THERIGHT HONOVRAB 
AND RIGHT KEVEREND FATHER 


IN GOD, IOHN LORD BISHOE 


j OF LINCOLNE AND DEANE 
MY LORD, 
2 leaſt t 


or W AS THI MES r. 

aud unyoliſht 4, war; 
end your Honqurable ſurvay x 
t that I hope your Noblene 
© will rather , ſmile at the fi 
committed by a Child, then cenſure them. Har- 
ſoever I deſire your Lordſhips pardon, . 
| ſenting things ſo unworthy to your view, 0 
| accept the good will of hun, u in all dutie i 

| bound to be | 


Your Lordſhips 
moſt humble ſervant. 


Az Abraham Conley, 


DO ER Cad ta 


- 


os 
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To the Reader, 


Eaves (Ikno not yet whether 
Gentle or no) Some, I know, | 
have beene angrie (I dare not 
Wa aſlume the honour of theirenvie) | | 
u my Poeticall boldnes, and bla- | 
. k medin mine, what commends o- 

ther fruits, carlinefle : others, who are either 
of a weake faith, or ſtrong malice, have tho [ 
me like a Pipe, which never ſounds but when tis 
blowed in, and read me, not at Abraham Cowley, 
but Autherem anonymem: to the firſt I anſwer, 
that ir is an envious froſt which nippes the Bloſ- * 
ſomes, becauſe they appeare quickly to the latter, 
that he is the worſt homicide who ſtr ves to mur- 
ther anothers fame; to both that it is a ridiculous | 
follie ro condemne or laugh at the ftarres,becauſe | 
the Moone — — ſhine brighter. The ſmall 
fire I have is rather blowne then exringuiſhed by 
this wind, For the itchof Poeſie by being — 17 
ed encreaſeth, by rubbing, ſpreads farther;which | 

appeares in that I have venfured upon = third 
- 7 on. 


MAY SS 2 EY i *©* © .9 oc 


Tete Reader, 
Edition. What though it be neglected) It is not 
I am ſure » the firſt booke, which bath lighted Tos 
bacco,or been imployed by Cooks,and Groacerss 
If in all mens jadgemevrs i ſuffer ſhipwracke , it 
ſhall ſomerhing content moe, that hath pleaſec 
My ſelfe and che Bookſeller, In it you ſhall finde 
| one argument (and I hope I ſhall need no more ) 
to conſutè unbelieversmhich is. chat as mine 2 

| and oonſequently experience (which is yet 
| lirrle )hath enereaſed, {@they have not left my 
| | Poeſie flagging hehind chem. I ſhould not bee 
| angrie to let. any one burue Oy Pyremys , and 
| Thube, my I would doe it my ſelfe, but that 1 
hope a pardon may eaſily hee gotten tor the er- 
| rots or ten age. My (ftentia and hi- 


tus confeſſeth mee two yeeres older when Iwriz 
it. The reſt were made fince upon ſeveral acca- 
ions, N doe not behe the time oſ ther 
birch. as they ate, they were created by 
mee, but their relies in your bands , it is onely 
you, can effect, chat neither che Boolee · eller te- 
8 — himſelfe of bis charge in printing them, nor 
| Tofmy labour 22 xewell, 


Ib his dene Friend and Schoole-fellow Abrs- 


1 Brost ouzsG, 


Arure we ſay decayer, becauſe our Age | 
Is worſe then were the Times of old: The Stage | 
| And Hiſtories the former times declare : 
In theſe our latter Dayes What defelts arg * 
Experience teac both. What then I ſhell wee blame 
Nature for this ? Not ſo; let ns declanee 
Kar ber againſt our Stlve; : tis we Decay, 
Not She : Shee is the ſame every Way 
She was at firſt, CovvLitygheu prev this truth, 
| Conldever former Ape ay, of « Yourh 
| So forward at theſe yeeres ? Conld N as o write 
| T bus young ſuch wittie Poems? TVI IIS wite 
{ | Of Eloquence, «t thk age was not ſeenc. 

' Nor yet wa CAT os ſudgementiar Thirteene 
Se great as thine, Suppeſe u were ſo; yet 
HeC1cios Elequence, TvilyYtihewirt 
OfOv 1 D wanted: Ono tro came forre 
In Indgement bebind C a T O. Therefore are 
| Nom of all equall unte Thee, ſopreny, | 
S. Eloquent, Indicions, and Witty. 
| Let the world's ſpring time ut produce — 
Such Bloſſomes « * Writings are , and know» 
T hes ( not till then ) ſhall my opinion be, 
That it is Nature faileth, and not wet. | 
Bren, MaxSTERS| 
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170 his Friend and Schoole-fellow ABR AHA 
e 1 Co vv rz , on his Pocticall 
1 BlosSSOMES 


„ 


Expreſſing C 4 T o, in their Gravity, 
and Wit, wil of textimes report, 
T bey thinks their thread of Life exceeding ſhort, 
| But my epi i vet ſo of Thee, 
| For thou ſhalt live , to Poſterity. 
| T beſe gifts will never let thee dye , for Death 
l 
| 


Mz when Youths of tender Age they ſe 
1 


—_ 
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Can not bereave thee of thy fame, though breath. 
Let ſnarling Criticks Jong their breines to find 
| A fault, though there be none 5; This is my mind; 
Let him that car per h With bis vipers Tongue, 
| Thinke with bimſelfe What he could dos a young. 
But if the Springing Bloſſomes, thus rere bee, 
What 2 ſhall we bereaftey ſee ? 


Ros, Miss 


"= 


I. 


J Call the burkis'd Muſe ME LronENE, | 
And told ber what ſad Story 1 Would write. | 

*Shee wept at hearing ſuch a Tragedit, 

|. Though Wont in monrnefull Ditties to delight, 

| Tf thou diſliks theſe ſorrewfull lines; T ben lam 

| Ay Muſe With teares mot with Conceits did flo. 


| 
| | 
II. ] 
And as fore my unabler quill did guide, | 
Her briny teares did en the paper fall, 
If then nnequall number: bee efpied, 
Ob Reader ! doe not that my error all, | 
But thinke her teares defac't it, and blame then | I 


ö Hy Muſes griefe, aud not my miſſing Pen, | - 
| R 


Abraham Cowley. | 


— | 


CONSTANTIA 
AND 
PHILETVS. 


y. | I. 
| Sing tho eonſtant Lovers various fate, 
The hopes, and feares which equally attend 
Their loves: T heir rival« envie, Parents hate; 
ine their ſorrewfull life, and tragicke end. 
Aſſt me this ſad ſtory ro rehearſe 
You Gods, and be propitious to my verſe, , 
* 2, 
Ia Florence, for her ſtately builalpg fam?d, 
And lofty roofes that emulate the skie ; 
There dwelt a lovely Mayd Conflantia nam d, 
| Renown'd, a» mirrourof aff 7 | 
ſo | Herlaviſtrnature did at f HH adorne, 
— Wich Pills foulcin Cytberta's forme, 0 


Conflantis and Philerw. — 


* N A 3 * 
And framing ber attractive eyes ſo bright, 
Spemt all her wit in ſtudie, chat i ey might — 
Terpe ih earth from cham, and night; Ex 
Bur envious Death deſtroy'd their glorious light. At 
Expect not beauty then, ſince ſhee did part; | 
For in het Nature waſted all ber Art. 
4. 
Her hayre was brighter then the beames which are A 
A Crowne to P and her breath ſo feet, B. 
It did tr anſcend Arabia odours far te, 0 


Or th'ſmelling Flowers, here with the Spring doth greet | Y 
Approaching Summer , teeth like falling (now 
For white, were placed ia a double row, 


And ſpecch was ſo attraQtiveit might be 
A meant: to caule great Palla indignation, 
And raiſe an envie from that Deity, 
The mayden Lillyes at her lovely fight 
Waxt pale with covie, and from thence grew white, 


6, ® 


: 
She was in birth and parentage as high | 
As in her fortune great, or beauty rare, 
And to her vertuous mindes nobility | 
The gifts of Fate and Nature doubled were | 
That in her ſpotleſſe Soule, and lovely Face 
Thou might'ſt bare ſcene cach Deity and grace. 


i 
5. 
Her wit excell'd all praiſe, all admiracion, . 
h 


wwe<ent 


080 
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N 55 rhiletan. 


A. 
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7. 
The ſcornefull Boy Ad viewing het 
Would Venus ſtill deſpiſe, yer her defire, 
Each who but ſaw, was s pam th a 
And tiv all, ſcorcht alke with cue 
The glorious beames of het fayre Eyes did move, 


Andlightbeholders on tl: 2ix way to Loves 


8, 
Among her many Tagen s young * 
Bove others wounded with 
Of her faire pref in Gab 


Tet ſeldome his deſire can ſatisſie 
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Wich that bleſt objeR, or ber rateneſſe ſee 1 
For W „ witchſall lea onſite 


9. 
Oft- times chat he might ſee his Dee fare, 
Vpon his ſtately Tennerhe in th way * 
ge 
Proud to be yiewd n 
But his poore ugh to ſee ber move 
His joy, dares ſhow no looke betraying love. 


10. 
. 


Soone #3 the marn —— from her roſie bed 
And all Heavens 'ghrs expulſed were: 


She by her friends and neere acquaintance led . 

"Like other Maids oft walk*r to take the ayre ; 

Amore bluſht at ſuch a fight anknowne, (one. 
To ſee thoſe checkes were redder chen ber 


Conſtantia and Pbilctw. 


11. 


Th'obſcquieus Lover follows ſtill hex traine 
And where they gore , that way his journey feines. 
Should they turne backe, he would turne backe 2gaine ; 
For where his Love, his buſinefſe there remaines. 

Nor is it ſtrange bee ſhould be loath to pars 

From her, fince ſhet had ſtolne away his heart. 


I 2+ 


belt hee wavealld ſprung from a race 

Of Noble anceſtors ; Bur greedy Time 

And envious Fate had labour d to de face 

The glory which in his great Stecke did ſhine 3 
His ſtare but ſmall, ſo Fortune did decree, 
But Lowe being blind, hee that could never ſee. 


13. 
Yer he by chance had hĩt his heart atight, 
And on Conflaxtia”s eye his Arrow whet, 
Had blowne the Fire, that would deftrey him quite, 
Valefle his flames might like in her beget : 
But yet he feares , berauſe he blinded is, ; 
Though he have hot him tight, ber heart het I miſſe. 


14. 
Varo Loves Altar therefore bee repayers, 
And offers there a pleaſing Sacrifice ; 
Intre ating Cupid with inducing Prayers, 
Tolooke upon, and eaſe his Miteries: 
Where having wept , recovering breath againe, 
Thus to immortall Love he did complaine: * 


—_— 


* 
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15 
Oh Cupid ! ibos whoſe nncomtroiied ſway, 
Hach aft» times rad the Olympian Thanderer, 
Whom all Caleſtiall Deities obey, 
Whow "Men and Gods beth rrverence mad ſeare! 
Ob force Conſtantias beart to herd to Love, 
Gf aff thy Warkeviby Maſter piece i prove. 1 
16. 
And ln we net Align vamely rnd, 
Bu! hind'e flames in ber, like thoſe in me ; 
Tet if that guift my Fortune doth tranſcend, * 
1 Grant that her (harming Beauty 1 my feet 
And view theſe Eyes which with their reviſbing light, 
Dee aneh give contentment to my ſight. 
17. 
Tbeſe who contemane thy ſacred Deity, 
And mo. ky thy per, (et en thee anger (new, 
1 faultleſſe am nor can't an borrow? be 
To wound your ſlave glong, and (pare your Foes 
Here tcares and fighes ſycake bis imperfe&t mone, 
Inlanguage farre more doloroufihan bis one. 


18, 


Home he tetyr d, his Soule be brought not home, 

lui like a Ship whilſt every mounting wave 

Toſt by enraged Borets up aud downe, 

1 hrcatens the Mariner with a gaping grave; 
Such did hes caſg, fuch did hin Hage appeare, 
Alike diſtrated berweenc hope and teate, 


Thins 
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"" Conflantia and PH. 


19. 
Thinking hee never ſhall obcaine, Fa 
— ̃ Woods, and | 7 
Oſ his u Fate, but all in vaine, 2 
And thus fond Ecaho , anſwers him againe. 


So that it ſeemes Aura wept to heare, | 


For ch vet dant graſſe was de d with many atcare. 


THE ECCHO. 


I. 
4 muſeries } 
1 2 'd my eaſe? 
Faſe , ſtrag be the re/anable — 
That nothing can troubled appeaſe , 
Peace, Eccho anfwers. What, 1 am wyh 
Laib be;.at which, ſbe quickly . 1, 


2, 


| mee then thy will: 
he wht ſha e, 22 
91 2 
D . 4 
a gefast huny Jen ſhe reps again 


—— — 


- - 


is ant Philerw. 


— —— OS w 


— — 
\ 


3» 

Falſe and incoaftant Nymph, bes, hefl( quoth be } 
Thou left, ſper ſaid, And Lieſerv'd ber hre, 
/i ſoould thee beleeve j beletue, (lab ſber) 
Forwhy thy idle wards ave of naweight. 

Weigh it ( ſhee repter.) 1 therefore will de uri. 


To which, reſounding Eccho anſwer! ; pert. 


— — 


20. 
— wounded heart he goes, 
Fuliag with leg ons of freſh thoughts his mi nde. 

He quarrels withhimſelfe becauſe bis woes 

Spring from himlelfe , yet can no medicine finde: 
Hee weepes to quench ihe fires that burn in him, 
But teates doe fall to h earth, flames arc wichia 


21. 


No morning baniſht darkeneſſe, nor blacke night 
y her alternate courſe expuls d the day, 
ich in Pli tis by a rite 
t Copide Altars did not weepe and pray; 
And yet had reaped nought for all bis paine 
But Care and Serrow, that was all kis gaine. 


22. 


ut now at laſt the pitying God, o'recome 
y's conſtant votes and teares, fixt in her heart 
olden ſhaft, and ſhe is now become 
uppliant to Love that with like Dart 
Hee-d wound Pluletus, and doth now implore 
ra With teares, ayde from that power ſhe ſcorn d before. 
B Lide 


Conflantia and Philetas. 


23» 

Little he thinkes the kept Philetws heart 

In her (chortchebreaſt, becauſe her owne ſhe gave 

To him. Since eicher fuffers equall imart, 

And alike meaſure in their corments have : 
His Soule, his gricfe, his fies, now her are growne: 
Her heart, ber minde, her love is his alone. 


24. N 1 


Whilſt chaughrs ta riſe op in mutinie | 
— —ͤ a 3 A 
Which Poets — — A 


Whole ravidhing Nores, ifwhen her Lovewisſlaine | Ny 
She hed ſung; from Syx <hat cald him backe agaive: 


——— — 


_ Conflantia and Philer. = 
s ssl 
The Song. 5 N 


I. 


1 Whom ſhall I my So rrewes ſhoy ? 
Not to Love, for be is blinds : 
| And my Philerus doth not know, 
| And all the ſenceleſſe walls which are by. 
| Now round about me, cannot heart. . 
2. 
For if they could, they ſure would weeye, 
| And with my grieferrelewt : 
| Unlefe their willing teares they keeye, ro 
* Til? fromtb'carth am ſem. 4 - 
| Then I belegve they l all deplore | * 
A fate, ſuce 7 them taught before. 
3. 
12 
If the'floud would land thy Love, 
LMy deere PH1LETY $0n the ſhoare 
| Of my heart ; but ſhonldſt thou prove 
| A feard of flames, knoW the fires are hs 
Int bonefires for thy Femme ng there, 4 
2 


— runes 


| 


OO Cpantia and Philerw. 
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_ SIRE 25. 


Then teares in civic of her ſpeech did flow 
From her faire eyes, as if it ſeem'd that there 
Her ing fame melted hills of ſnow, 
And fo diſſol vd them into many a teare; 

Which Niles like, did 
And cauſed ſoone new 


26, 


Heere ſtay my Muſe, for if I ſhould recite, 

* 

Like ber a loud, and ſo not ſee to write, 

Such lines as 1 and th'age requires to kerpe 
Mee from fterne " 


Sr 
bis bright Conflncis view: 


ihe by the 


meanes, 
. a5 time ſery?d ſhew her his miſerie: 
And this was the firſt AR im Tragedie. 


28 


2 
2 

bat Huiband man would am 
{ Toregpe a loft ſuch fruit, bis laboner1 uſe 7 


over» , 
griefes to grow. 


I ould make you weepe 


or with victerious rime, 
Revenge their Maſters death, and conquer Lime. 


AS co G 


nnen 


Ws 


1 — Kaak doubefull ſtate aright, 


— — 2 


— fe ha could dues 
Quench bs 5 and empty love 
— — 
— mngs yer eter MIR 


30. 


The wounded youth, and kinde Philocrates 
1 n 
had: E —— 

And in 

Tua Bed g could e alan fever 
But as they liv'd in love, they dyde together. 


31. 
If one be melancholy, th'other”s lad; 
If one be ficke, the other he is ill, 
And if Philetus any ſorrow had, 
Philecrates was partner in it ſtill + 
Pylades ſoule and mad Oreftes was 
In theſe, if wee belecve Puthageras. 


32. 


Oſt in the Woods Philetus walkes, and there 
Exclaimes againſt his face, fare wo unkind. 
With rr 

ghes reacherh the angrie Find, 
To ſigh, and is nere ſo cruell were, 
It roa · d to heare tell his cart. 


Bz 


Conftantia, and philet . 


33 
The Chriſtall Brookes which gepuly runne berweene 
The ſhadowing Trees, and as they through them pafle Hee 
Water the Earth, and keepe the Medowes greene, The 
Giving a colour tothe verdant Gtaſſe: | Dot 
Hearing 7 buletwtell his woful) ſtate, 
_ In ſhe w of griefe runne murmuring at his Fate. I 
34. | 
P bilomel anſweres him againe and (bewes | Ob! 
In her beſt language, her ſad Hiftorie, Bub 
And in a mournfull ſweetneſſe tels her woes, 19 
Denying to be pos d in miſetie: Har 
Conſlantia he, the Tertus, Tertus crye t, 
With him boch grieſe, and griefes expreſſion viei. 2 
35- 
Philocratei muſt needes his ſadneſſe know, * 
Willms in ills, sſwell as joyes to ſhate, 8 2 
Nor will on them the name of friends beſtow, | Bee, 
Who in ſport, not in ſorrowes pareners are. 2 
Who leaves to guide the Ship when ſtormes ariſe, as. 
1s guilry both of ſinne, and cowardiſe. © 
36. 
But when his noble Friend perceiv'd that be | Bui 
Yeelded to tyrant Paſſion more and mot e, Ken 
Defirous ro partake his malady, But 
He watches him in hope to cure his ſore Las 
. By counſelh and recall the peyſonous Dart, | 
When it alas was fixed in his heart, 


When 


Conflantia ad Philerw. 


_ - - 

'hen — . places beſt fir for 

ee to himſelſe did hi grietes recite, 
The'obſequious friend Frag 

Doch hide himſelfe from lad I biletus fight. 


followes him, and there 


Who thus exclaimes ; for a fwolne heart would breake, 


If ix for vent of ſorrow might not [peake. 


38. 
ob. 1 am left, not in this Deſart Weed, 
Bui in loves patbleſſe Labyrinth, there 1 
I. heatth, each ioy and pleaſure counted ge. 
| Have loft, and which is more, my liberty, . 
And now am forc't to let hum ſacvifice 
My heart, for roſh belecuing of my eyes. 


39. 
Long lave 1 ſthed, but yet have no relieſe, 
5 Long bave 1 loud, yet have no ſav our ſbowne, 
® Becauſe ſhe hnowes not of my hillmg grieſe, 
And | bave feard, to make my ſorrowes lnowne, 
For why alas, if fhee ſbould once bo t dart 
| At me diſdane, tua hilly ſubieft beart, 


| 40. 
B ut how [lnuld ſher, ere I impart my Love, 
Keward my ardent flame with like defore ? 
| But when 1 ſpeake, if ſbee ſhould angry prove, 
| Lauth at my flowing tearts, and ſcarne wy fire ? 
uh, he who hath all ſorrowes borne before, 
| Naedc h not ſeare to bt opprefi with more. 
| 34 


- 


Cinflantia and Philetw, 


41. 
lecyates no longer can forbeare, I 
zut running to his Jod Friend ; Ob (ſaid he) or let 
My deere Philetus be thy ſeife, and ſpeare 047 a 
T5 alt that Paſſion which now maſiers Thee, | 0 cal 
And Al thy faculties ; but if f may nat be, No 
Give to thy Love but cyes thai it may ſee. The 

42. 


Amazcment firikes him dumbe, what ſhall he doe 
Should he reveale his Love, he fcares rwould prove, 
A hindrance ; which ſhould he deny to ſhow, 
Ir might perhaps his deare friends anger move: 
Thele doubts like Scylla and Charibdys ſtand, 
Whilſt Cupid a blind Pilot doth command. 


43. 
At laſt reſol d; ho ſhall I ſeeke, ſaid hee, h « 
To excuſe my (clfe, deareſt P hilacrates; gy wi 
That] from thee have hid this ſecrecie ? For 
Yet ce nlure not, give mefirſt leave to caſe {Is re 
My cale with words, my grieſe you ſhould have known f 
Ere this, if that my heart had bee ne my one. 4 
44 
I] am all Love, wy beart was burnt with fire put 
From two brig ht Sunnes which doe all light diſcloſe ; 10 
Furſt kindling in my breaft the flame deſp e, Ih 
But like che rare Arabian Bad , there ra AL 
From my bearts aſhes never quenebed Love, ] 


bab now thus torment in my ſoule doth move- 


= nn —— — 


Conſtantia and Philetw, 


45. 


let not then. my P affion cauſe your hate, 
or le! my iboiſe offend you, or detayne . 
047 ancient F r1 end(iny ; "111 alas too (ate 
o call my frrme aſſecliam backe azaine: 
No Phyſicke canrecare my d flate, 
The wound is gr ene ioo great, las deſperate. 


46, 


Pur Counſell ſayd his Friend, a remedy 
hich never fayles «he Patient, may at leaſt 
f not quite heale your mindes infirmity, 


= - 


flwage your torment, and procure ſome reſt. 


But there 1s no Hh cam apply 
A medicine, ere be know the Malady, 


47. 


h en beare me, ſaid bills; but why ? Stays 
will not toyle thee with my hiſtory, 
For to remember Surrowes paſt away, 
Is to renew an old Calamity, 
* Hee who acquainteth others with his mne, 
Ats io bis friends g fe, but not cures bis owne, 


; 48. 

, 

Put Taid Philocrates, tis beſt in woe, 

| To have a faithfull partner of their care; 

{ That burthen may be undergone by two, 
Which is perhaps too great tor one to beate. 


I ſhould miſtruſt your love to hide trum me 
Your thoughts, and taxe you of 1nconfancy. 


What 


Conflantia and Philerm, 


49. 


What ſhall he doe ? or with what language frame 
Excuſe ? He mull reſolve not to deny, 
But open his cloſe thoughts, and in ward flame , 
Wich chat, as prologue w his Tragedy. 
Hee ſigh d, as it they'd coole his torment ire, 
When they alas, did blow the raging fire. 


50. 


When yeeres ficſt ſtyl d me Twenty, I began 
To ſport with catching ſnares that love had ſer, 
Like birds that flutter bout the gyn, till rage, 
Or the poote Fly caught in Arachpes net: 
Even fo I ſported with her Beauties light, 
Till 1 at laſt grew blind with too much ſight, 


51. 


Furſt it came ſtealing on me,whil ſt I thought, 
"Twas caſie to expuile it, but as fre, 
Thongh but a ſparke, ſoone into flames is brought, 
* $omine grew great, and quickly mounted higher ; 
Which ſs have ſcorcht my love-ſtrucke ſoule, thac l 
Still live in corment, though cach minute dye. 


52. 


Whois it, ſaid Philecrates, can move 
With charming eyes ſuch deep aſfectioxꝰ 
I may perhaps aſſiſt you in your love, 
Twocan ct:& more than your ſelſe alone. 
My counſell this thy error may reclaime, 
O; my lalt reares quench thy annoying lame. 


N ay 


— — — —— — 
— — — — — 


33. 
ay ſaid Philetus, oft my eyes doe flow 
ike Nilu, when it ſcornes th'oppoled ſhore ; 
ct all the watery plenty | beſtow, 
to my flame an oyle, which feedes it more. 
do tame teports of the Dodonean ſpring, 


That lights a torch the which is pur therein, 


* 54. 
ut being you deſire to know ber, ſhe 
call d ( with that bis eyes let fall a hower 
$ if they faine would drowne the memory * 
f his life keepers name,) cenſlanua; more 
Griefe would not let him utter j Teures the beſt 


Expreſſers of true ſorrow, ſpoke the reſt, 
55. 
o which his noble friend did thus reply: 


nd was this allꝰ What ere your griefe would eaſc 


Though a fatre greater t ke, belcev't for thee 
Ac ſhould be ſoone done by Philacyates; 


: 


Tyr d with its heate h baſting now away. 


56. 


Home from the ſilent Woods, night bids them goe, 


But ſad Plaletus can no comfort hude, 
| What in the day he (cares of future woe, 


Thou wouldſt thy ſelſe have lov'd celan. 


© Conſtantia and Philetm, 


Thinke all you with perform d, but ſee, e day 


At night in dreames, bke truth, affrights bis mind. 
Why do'ſt thou vex him, Love ?Hadſt eyes ( | fay ) 


— — — — 


Pale. 


Conflantia and Philetw. 


57. 
Philocrates pittying his dolefull mone 
—— — — 


Brings him to fayre Conflantia ; where alone 
Hee might impart his love, and end 


His fruiclefle hopes, crept by her coy diſdaine, 


Or by ber liking, bu wiſh t loyes attaine. 
58. 


Faireſi (quoth he) whom the bright Heavent doe cover, 
Doe not theſq teres, theſe ſpeahmy teares, deſpiſe, 
- 27 — 
Ibo LL E 
ps yet” — 
Which from your ſelft, Tour aue ſaire Bau came. 


59. 


Tyuſt ne have had my love, but now 
Am f orc i to ſhow't, ſuch is my ird ſmart, 
nd you alone ( ſweet ſaire ) the meanes do know 
To beale the wound of my canſumany beart . 
Then ſonce it dnely in your pawer doth lie 
To hill, er ſave, Ob belge | or eit 1 dye. 
60. 


His gently cruell Love, did thus reply 

I for yaur une am grieved , aid would doe 

Watheut rpeac umeut to m) Chaſtuty 

And honour, any thang might pleaſure you. 
Bud if be, ond thoſe limits you demand, 

1 muſt nat anſwer, ( Sir ) nor underſtand. 


, 2 i , 
————— —— 
62. 


Oh how mall I reply ( quoth thee ) thotaſt won 
ſoule, and thereiere take thy ; 
= and » have my hemt o recome, 
And if I ſhould deny thee love, then 1 
Should bee a Tyrantto my ſelſe ; that fire 
Which is kept cloſe, burnes with the greateſt ire. 


63. 


Yet dec not count my yeekding , lightnefſe in met. 
Impute it rather to m dens how, 
Thy pleaſing czrriage oe did win me, 
ing did wy liking move. 
Thy eyes which draw bke Joadfioncs with their might 
The hardeſt hearts, won mine to leave me quite. 


64. 


Oh I I am rapt above the reach, ſaid hee, 
Of thought , my ſoule already feeles the bliſſe 
Ol bea ven, when ( ſweet ) wy thoughts once tax bur they 
With any crime, moy | loſe all bappinefle 

Is wide for : both your favour bere, and dead, 
Ma) ibo j Gods power vengeance on my bead. 


Conflantis phileeas, © 
= 


hun he was ſpeaking this ( behold their fare ) 
Conſlantia's father entred in the roome, 
| When glad Philetw ignorant of his ſtare, 

Kifſes her checkes, more ted then ſett ing Sun, 
Or elſe, the morne, bluſhing through clouds of water, 
To ſee aſcending So! congratulate her. 


66. 


Juſt as the guilty priſoner fearefull fands 
Reading his fatall Thea in the browes 

Ot him, who both his life and death commands, 
kre from his mouth he the (ad ſentence knowes, 


Such was his ſtate to fee her father come, 
Nor wiſht for, not expected tothe roome. 


67. 


The inrag'd old man bids him no more to dare 

Such bald intrudence in that houte, nor be 

At any time with his loy'd daughter there 

Till he had given him ſuch authority, 
But to depart, ſince the her love did hew him 
Was living death, wah lingring torments to him. 


68. 


This being knowne to kind P hilacratet, 

He cheares his friend, bidding him baniſh feare, + 

And by ſome letter bs griev/d-minde appeaſe, 

And ſhew her that which to her friendly earc, 
Tyme gave no leave to tell, and thus his quill 
Declares to her, the abſent lovers will. 


THE 


R 
1 
THE LETTER. 


* 


— __——_—_— 


PHILETVS TO CONSTANTIA. 


IT Tr»f ( deare Salt) my abſence cannot move 
[ You to forget, or doubt my ardent love ; q 

For were there any meanes to ſee you, J 

ould rune — Death, and al the wiſerie 
- Fate conld inflilt, that ſo the world might ſay: 
Life aud carb I lav'd Conſtantia 

ben let not (deareſt Sweet q our abject ſever 
ur lowes , let them join d cloſely ſtill tog et her 
tve warmth to one another, till there riſe 

rom all our labors, wad our ndutric; 


= be taft the Wonter, none Can ſay, 

re night Was gone, be ſaw the riſng Day. 

So when — once have Waſted Sorrowes night, 
The ſupxe of Comfort then ſhall give us lig hx. 


ParLteTtvs. 
This 


Conſflantia and philetw, 
69. 

This when (anſtaniia read , ſhee thought her ſtare, 
Moſt happy by Phaletus Conſtancie, 
And — Love : he thankes her flatrering Fate, 
Kiſſes the paper, till with kiſſing ſhe 

The GharaQters dull and ſtayne, 

Then thus with inke and reares writes backe again, 


88288888882 


CONSTANTIA TO PHILE TVS. 


FBR 


V7 Our abſence (Sir) though it be lang yet 7 


Nei her 3 nor doubt your Conſtance. 


N or need you feare , that I ſhouldyeeld unto 

Anther,what to your true Love is due. 

My heart is yourt1y it is not in my clanue, 

Nor have I power to giv't atvay againe. 

There's noug ht but death can part our ſoules no tim 

Or angry Priend;, (ball make my Lovedeclane : * 
But for the harveſt of our hopes Lie ſtay, 
Vuleſſe Death cut it, eres be ripe, away. 


CongsTANTIA 


7. 

Oh ! how this Letu did asg his pode 

More proud was he of this, then t 

When Phahus flaming Charte hodid rn, N 

Before he knew — = 3 I 4 
Or elle then frans le bee ; 
Returned, Flowers Dry. 


71. | X 
tete the Autumne which faire Cerercrown'd, 
paid the ſwearing Plow-mans greedieſt prayer z 
And by the Fall diſrob'd the gawdy ground 
fall her Summer ornaments, they were 
By kind Phe ; 
Whert they this means t'enjoy their freedome wrought. 


712. 

weet Miſtreſſe, ſaid Philetus, ſi nce the time 

cious to our votes, now gives us leave 

© enjoy our loves, let us not deare teſigne 

is long d for favour, nor our ſelves betea ve 

Of what we wiſhe for, oppbrtunitie; 

That may too ſoon the wings of Love our-flic. 


73. 

or when your Father, as his cuſtome is, 

or pleaſure, doth purſuc the timerous Hate 

f you'l reſort but thither, Ile not mille 

o be in thoſe Woods ready for you, where 

We may depart in ſafety, and no more 

With Dreames of pleaſure onely, heale our forge 
C 


This both the Lovers ſoon agreed upon, 


— 
$ es 
From ber harmonious voy — 

To his requeſt, and doth this Dirty . 

Whole taviſhing Naei new fires co. doe bring, 


_ Conflantia and Philerm. » 


The Song. 


| | — 
FT Im fige With greater ſpeed away, 
T Ada — 75 —— 
T ill thy beſt in brmgs 
bat wiſht for, and ed Day. 
22 
= Comforts ſwme; werben de, 
bough at firſt it 27 
ith dangers, yet thoſe Clowds being gone, 
wr Day Will put bis luſtre on. | 


; 7. > " 
en though Deaths ſad nig bt dor comte, 
we in ſilence ſleapes 
' Laſting Day agon will greet, 
Dur reviſet Soults, and then there's none . 


1 4» 
Can part us mere, ne Death, nor Friends, 
Nein dead, their power ere ws ends. 
2 there's nothing can difſever, 
tarts Which Love hath joy#'d together, 
| C 2 Pente 


-_ 


114 


24 A. 
Jae g ſeen, Plata bomeward drove, 
ur ete they patt ſhe willingly doth give 
As fairhfull - of her conſtant love 
Many a kiſſe, and then ench other leave 
In griefe, though rapt with joy that they have found 
A way to heale the torment of their wound. 


„s. 
But ere the San th ou dayes had 
— charuun RY hens 


Guiſcards's heart, add; corn'd affeRion won, 
Her eyes, they conquered all hey ſhone upon, 
Shot through his ces ſuch hot deſu, ...... 
As nothing but her love could queoch the fire, 


| 77. 
In roofes which Gold and P ſtone adorn, \ 
Proud as — minde, he did abound, 
In fields ſo textile for the yeerly corne, 

As might coritend e ound; 
But in his ſoule wheteHoull be the belf tors 
Ol ſureſt riches, ho vi biſe und poore, 

R - b Wir 78. N 

Him was Conſtantia urg'd continually 

By her friends to love, ſoHetimes they did tre a 

With gentle ſpeeches, and mild corte he, 

Which when they ſee Nd by her, they threat, 
But love tao deep nayieared in het heart, 

To be worn ourwith though of any ſmart. 


E 


Conflantia and ?hiletzy. 


— 


79. 
Her father ſhortly vent wato the Weod 
To hum, his friend Gaiſcardo being there, 
With others who by tciandſhip and by blood 
Ynto ( anflantia's aged Father were 
Allyed neere, likewiſe were with thaſe, 
His beautious Daughter, and Plilgcrate;, 


80. 


Being entred inthe pathleſſe woods, whilſt they 
Purſue their game, Philetus which was late 

Hid in a thicket, carries ſtraight away 

His Love, and haſtens his one haſtic fate. 

Which came too ſoone upon him, and his yunne 
Eclipſed was, before it fully ſhone» 


81. 


For when Conſlantia's miſled, in a maze, 
Each rakes a ſeverall courſe, and by curſt fare 
| Guiſcardo runs, with a love carried pace 
Towards them, who kictle knew their fotrowfull Rate: 
So hee like bold Icarus ſearing hye . 
To Honours, fell to ch depth 0 mi ſery, 


$2, 


For when Gai{cards ſees his Riyall chere, 
. . | Swelling withenvious rage, hee comes behind 
Philetus, who ſuch forwne did not feare, 
And with bis flaming ſword a way doth find 
To his heart, who ere that death poſſeſt him quite, 
In theſe few words galpt out zins ſptite. 

3 


——=_ 


Conftantia and hilt. 
$3. 


O ſee Conſtantia, my ſhort rare i rune, 

See bow my bloed the thirſty ground doch dye, 

But bye thes haypier then thy tove bath doe, 

And when I'm dead, thinke ſametiane upon me. 
More my hort time permits me not to tell, 
For now death ceizcth me, ob my deare ferewel, 


34. 
As ſoon as he bad ſpoke theſe words, life fled 
From's wounded body, whil-R Conſtantia ſhee 
Kiſſes his cheekes which loſe their lively red 
And become pale, and wan, and now cach eye 
Which war ſo bright, is like, when life was done 
A ſallen lore, er ax eclipſed Same. | 


35. 


Thither Phulocrates by 's fate being drove 
To accompany Philetws Tragedy, 
Seeing his friend was dead, 2 farrowfull love 
Sate weeping ore his bleeding body, 
Will now revenge thy death (bet friend) ſaid he, 
Or in thy murther beare rbee company. 


88s. 


I am by Jove ſeng rv revenge this fate, 

Nay, ſtay Guifed/do, thinke not heaven in jeſt, 

Tu vine to hope flight can ſ᷑ cure thy flare, 

T hen thcuſting's ſword into the Villa!nes breſt: 
. Here ſaid Philorrates, thy life 1 ſend 


A lactifice, t appe aſe my ſhaughuer'd friend; 


022 


Which kic his head, andin his Es, von bog 
Wich that he falls,bur lifting up his eyes, 
Farewell — — doom 


83. 


What (hall ſhe doe? ſhe to het brother runaes 
And's cold, andlivelcfc body doth imbrace, 
She calls to him, he cannot heare het moancs : 
And with her kiſſes warmes his clammy face, 
My deare Philocrates, ſhee weeping cryes, 
Speake to thy Siſter : but no voyce teplyes. 


89. 


Then running to ber Love, with many a teate, 
Thas her minds fervent dae ſhe cn preist, 

O ſtay (bleſt Soule) ſtay but a little here, 

And we will both haſt to a laſting reft. 

Then to El:fiums Manſions beth together 
Wee#l journey, and be marryed there for ever. 


90, 

Bur when ſhe ſaw they both were dead, quot ſhe, 

Oh my Philetzs,for thy ſake will l 

{ Make up a full and pertect Tragedy, 

Since t vas for me (Dearc Love) that thou didſt dygy 

lle toliow thee, and not thy loſſe deplore, 

Theſe eyes that ſaw thee kill*d, hall ſee no more, ; 
C4 


It ſhall not ſure be ſa that thou diſt dye, 
And thy (onftaxiia live findethou walt ſlaine: 
No, no, deate Soule, I will at Ny from thee, 
But conſtant he in ad, well as Name, 
Then picreingher ſad breſt, I c, ue eryes, 
And Death ſe eve cios d ber weeping, eyes. 


92. 


Her Soule being fled to its erernall reft, 

Her Father comes, who ſeeing this, he falls 

To th earth, with yriefe'too great to be expteſt: 
Whoſe dolefull words my ryred Muſe me calls 
T' &repaſſe, which adly doe, fur feare 
'That 1 ſhould toyle too much, the Readers care. 
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To the Right VVorſhipfull, 
my very loving Maſter, Maſter 


Lambert Osbolſton, chicke School- 
maſter of et . 
Schoole. 

Sin, 
Y childiſh Muſe is i ber Spring, and yet 
{an onely ſhew ſome budding of her Wit, 
One frowne upon her Works (learn'd Sir) from you, 
Like ſome wnk nder forme ſhox from your brow, 
would turn her Spring 16 withering Autumn's tine, 
Ard make her Bloſlomes periſh,ere their Prime. 
But if you ſmile, if i» your gracious Eye 
Shee an auſpicious Alpha can deſcrie - ( flouriſhy 
How [oone will they g rem Fruit ? How will they 
T bat had ſuch brames their i:fancie te nouriſh ? 

Which being ſprung to ripeneſſe, expect then 

T hebeſt,und firſt fruits of ber gratefull Pen. 


Your moſl dutifull Scholler, 


ARA. Covvier, 


* 4 
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TRAGICALL 
HISTORIE 


OF 
PyRAMvS and THisSBE. 


I, 


Here Babylon high Walls creAgd were 
By mighty Nas wife ; two houſes joyn'd, 
One Thove liv d in, Pram the faire 

' Iaaplechen 1 Bapth weve beafled fuck a paich 
The very ſenceleſſe — 7 — 4. 


And grew in one; ju like their Maſters mind, 


Thube all oer women did excell, 

The Queene of Love, lefſe lovely was than : 

And Pyramu more ſweet than tongue can tell. 

Nature grew proud in framing them fo well. 
But Va envying they ſo faire ſhould be, 
Bids het ſonno Cu 1 Þ ſhew bis ccueltis. 


| 


And doch prepare his moſt re morſeleſſo Dart, 
bach he unſeenc unto their hearts did ſend, 
And fo was Love the cauſe of Beaurics end. 


For putic ſurt would have dtecome An heart. 


4 | 
Like as Bud which in a Net is tane, 
By firughng more entanglies in the girine ; 
So they he in Loves Labyrinth remaine, 
With firiving never can a freedome gainc. 
The way to enter's broad; but being in, 
No art, ao labour, can an exit uin 


5. 
Theſe Lovers though their Parents did reprove 
Their fires, and watch d their deeds with jealouke, 
Theugh in theſe tormes no comfort could remows 
Ine va jous doubrs, and feares that coole hot love: 
Though be nor hers, nor ſhe his facg could ſee, 
' Yerthis did notaboliſh Loves Decree, 


6. 


For age had crack d the walt which did them part, 
This the una mate couple joone did ipic, 
And here their inward forrowes did inapart, 
Valading the ſad burthen of their beart. 
Though Love be blinde,this ſhewes be can deſcry 
A way to leiſen his owne oailery. . 


Bur could he ſee, be had not wraught their ſanart : 


Ofr 


j— —— CO 


Pyramu and Thicbe, 


7. 
of te 
feede themlelves wich the carieſtiall ayre N 
. f edoriferous breach; no other (port 
bey could enjoy, yet thinke the time but ſhort: 
And wiſh that iz againe renewed were, 
To ſucke each others breath for ever there, 


they mean 
Nor wich their fighs (alas) would it relent. 


10. 


in effect they ſaid; c d mall, o why 
— — 
eren all thy f cue 
bath our eule; ſo claſtly joyned he, 
That nowglt but ang7) Death can them ic mee, 
———— mes deve. 


i 

Aborrive teares from their faire eye ſtr gb flow'd, tw 

* And damm'd the lovely ſplenatour of cher fighe, TWh 
Which ſeem d like Tua whilft ome Chand Fri 
O'ce(preadrhis face,and his bright beames doch . TAnd 
Till Vesper chas'd light, - p 
And forceth them (chougithorh) w bud G , e ] c 

| 12. 
But ere Au, Viher to the Day Ihe 
Began with welcome Jaſtree@uppeare, — Fer. 
The Lovers rife, and ecthat ie hex IWh 
Thus to tach other, their Sl Whi 
With many a Sigh, m ing Teare; | A 
Whole gricte the preying Morning blut to hore. T 
x3. | 
Deare Love (quoth Pn 161 8) ber lon ſhiif wee Thu 
Like faireſt Flowers, not eatheredt ig their pr b Striv 
Waſte precious youth, and let aventage flee, rx "Puſt] 
1 — — ”_ a 2 
pon our felder, Berurre though 1 
Luke day will qnickly finde ar Foening time De 
| 14; 

Therefore (weet T #1) tht ws ment thirnight” © [Vito 
At Ninus Tombe, without the Ct wel, „ Wher 
Under the Mulberry-T ree, wii ne white Agi 
Aloundimg, there t'entoy our wi be. | hg | 
For mount in? Love fog Imbk conrſe,dorb (elf, An 
And long'd ſor, yet teſted lo Hr al. Ali 


nat thoogh our eruell parents angry ber 


I Fer lille Wooig needs, where both confent 


41uſt like the Moone, which feekes c eclipſe the Sun, 
IWhence all her ſplendour, all her beames doe come: 


1 vnto the Malberyx tree, ſweet Thabe came ; 


— (Q——ͤ— 


Pyranini and Thicke, 


T2 > 1 


— — —— 
* 


What thouſt wor friends (a are too ugkbufe ? 
Time now propitious, may anon deny, 
And ſoone hold backe, ſit opportunity. 
who lets ſlip Fortune, ber ail never ſnd. 
Occaſion ance pat d by, i balde beblede. \ 


16. 
hee ſoone agreed to that which hee requh d, 


W bat hee ſo long had ple ade d, ſhet defir's 
Which 1 Minde Chance conſpir'd, 
And many a chartging to her ſent, 
That ſhee (at laſt) would fruſtrate their intent: 


17. 
Thus Beautie is by Beauties meanes andone, 
Striving to cloſe theſt eyes thar make her bright; 


So ſhee, who feteheth luſtre from their light, 
Doth purpoſe to deſtroy their glorious light. 


18. 


Where having reſted long, at laſt ſhee gan 
Againſt her Pram for to exclaime, | 

ſt various thoughts turmoile her troubled braine? 
And imitating thus the Silyer Swen, 


A litile while before ber Death ſee ſer 


Pramm and Thicke. 


f 7 88888 282 2 OUS 
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The Song. 


I, 

Ome Love, why ftayeſt thou ? The night 
Con vaniſh ere 22 255. delight : ** 
The Moons obſcure; her ſelfe — ſight, 
Thou abſent , hoſe eyes give her light. 


2+ 
(ome quickly,Deave, be briefe as Time, 
Or wee by Morne ſhall be ret ane, 
Loves Joy s thine mne as Well as mine, 
Spend not therefore the time in vane, 


19. 
ere doubt full ii mghrs broke off her pleaſant Seng 
| [Againſt ber love for ſtaying hee gan criez +» 
Mer Pumas — rarry long, 


P wamns and Thisbe. 


$hee ſeates yet s loch, io 


ad Gur his eine — 
Then berwixc longing hope, and jealoufic 
——— 
20. 
Pometimes ſhee thinkes, that hee hath her forſakeay 


omet ines, that danger hath befallen to him; 
hee feares that hee another love hath taken: 


hich being bur j 
Numberleſſe tho 


in' d, ſoone doth waten 
8, which on her heart doe fling 
cares, that her ſutute fate too truely ling. 


hil't hee thus making ſate,ranne from the Wood 
n angry Lyon, to the criſtall Springs 


cere to that place j who comming from his food, 
is chaps were all beſmcat d with crimſon bloud: 


Swifter then thought, ſweet Thabe ſtraight begins 
To fiye from him, fcare gave her Swallowes wings, 


s ſhee avoids the Lion, her defire 
ids her to ſtay, leſt Pram ſhould come, 
nd be devour'd by the ſterne Lions ire, 


ſhee for ever burne in 


unquencht fire: 


But ſeare expells all reaſons, ſnee dorh runne 


luto a dark ſome Cave, ne t ſeene by Sunne. 
D 3 


With 


Wich hae (Mee Ft her looſet Mantle fall: 

Which when ch aFaged Lion did eſpie, 

Wich bloudy teeth, he tote t irr pieces ſmall, 

Whilſt Thube cam and lot not backe at all. 
Fot could the ſenceleſſe heuſl her face deſerie, 
It had not dons her ſuch an in jurie. 


24. 
The night halſe waſted, yam did come ; 
Who ſeeing printed in the ſubtill ſand 
The Lions paw,and byche feuntaine ſome 
Of I hubes garrwent, ſorrow ſtrucke him durnbe: 
luſt like a Marble Statue did he ſtand, 
Cut by ſome zkilfull Gravers cunning kand- 


Recovering breath,'gainſt Fate he gan t exclaime, 
Waſhing with teates the torge and bloudy weed: 
I may, ſoid be, my ſelte for her death blame; 
Therefore my bloud ſhall waſh away that ſhame : 
Since ſbee # dead, whoſe Beautie doth exceed 
All that fra man can either baare or Teade. 


26, 


This ſpeaking,hee his ſuarpe Sword drew, and ſaid; 
Recerve theu my red blond, as a due debt 

to thy conflant Love, to which "tis paid : 

1 ſtraight will meete thee in the pleaſant ſhade 

/ coole Ely ſum ; where wee being met, 
Shall tafte the loyesthat herc wee canli not yet. 


Pyramm and Thule. 


27. 
Then thoro his breſt thruſting his Sword, Life hies 
Fro u him, and hee makes haſte to ſet he his faire. 
And 2s upon the crimſond hec lies, 
His bloud ſpirt d up upon the Mylber-ies: 
With which th uaſpotted berries Naincd were, 
And ever fince with Red they coloured are. 


28. 


At laſt, came Thube from the Den, ſot feare 

Of diſappointing Fyramas, being ſhee 

Was bound by promiſe, for ro meere him chere: 

But when ſhee ſaw the Berries changed were 
From white to blacke, ſhee knew not certainely 
It was the place where they agreed to be. 


29. 
With what delight from the darke Cave ſhee came, 
Thinking to tell how ſbee eſcapꝰd the Beaſt ; 
But — — lie Gains, 
In what petplexitie (bee did remaine | 
d hee teares her Golden haire, and beares ber breſt, 
All ſignes of raging ſorrow ſhee expreft. . 


30. 
hee cries gainſt mighty love, and then doth take 
is bleeding body from the moi ſtned ground. 
Shee killes his face, till hee doch make 
It red with kiſſing, and chen ſeckcs to wake 
His parting ſoule with mournfull words, and?s woond 
Wa.hcrh with te accs, which her ſweet ſpeech contoynd. 
D 3 Bur- 


Ty and Thicke, 


31. 
But afterwards recovering breath, quoth ſhee 
(dla) whe cee derb parted thee and (7 F 
0 tell what evill bath befallen ts thee, 
That of thy Death | may 4 Partner bee + 
Tell Thabe,what hath caus d this Tragedie. 
He hearing Thube's name, lift up his eye, 


32. 
And on his Love he tali d his dyiog head: 
Where ſtriving long for breath, an faſt, ſaid hee; 
© Thisbe, 1 am haften to the dead, 
And comet beale that Wound my ſeare bath bred : 
Farewell, ſweet Thisbe, wee muſt parted her, 
For angry Death will ſorce me oe from Thee, 


33 
Life did from him, hee from his Miſtris part, 
Leaving his Love to languiſh here in woe. 
What ſhall ſhee doe? How ſhall ſhee eaſe her heart ? 
Or with what language ſpeake her inward (mars ? 
Vſurping paſſion reaſon doth o'reflow, 
Shee (weares that with her Pyramws ſhee'] gos. 


34. 
Then takes the Sword here with her Love was ſlai ne, 
With Tyan his crimſon blood warme ſtill; 
Aud faid, Oh ſlay (bleft Soule) that fo wee rwame 
May goe together, where wee ſhall re maine 
In endleſſe loyes, and never ſeare the ill 
Of grudging Friends i Then ſhe ber ſeſſt did Aid. 


Te 


„ 


Pyramus and Thicke, 


6 


37. 
— — Parents did ſuſtaine, 
Were more than my rude Quill can overcome. 
— — — 
For weeping calls not bache the Dead agaime. 
They both were layed in one Grave, life done 
And theſe few words were writ upon the Tel. 


15 


E — 
1. 
VV derneath this Marble Stone, 
Lye two Beanties j eyn d in one, 
2. 
Two Whoſe loves Death could not ſt ver, 
For both liv'd, both er teget ber. 
3 ” 
Two Whoſe Soules, 1 too divine 
For earth, is their owne Spheare now ſhines 


4. 
Who haus left their Loves to Fame, 
And their earth to earth ag aine. 


— 


FINS. 
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An Elegie on the * of 
the Right Honourable , Dudley 
Lord > arleton, Viſcount Dorche- 


ſter, late Principal Secretary of 
State. 


1 infernall Siſters, did a Connſell call 

Of all the fiends, to the black Stygian Hull; 
T he dire Tartarean Monfers, hating light, 
Begot by dil Erebus, and Night. 

14 hereſoe* re diſſeri d abroad, hearty the Fame 
Of their accurſed meeting, thither came 
Revenge, whoſe greedy mind no Blood can fill, 
And Envie, never ſatisfied with il. 

Thither blind Boldnefle, and impatient Rage, 
Riſorted, with Death i neighbour ex10us Age, 
Ard Meſſengers diſeaſes, whereſoc re 

Then wandrorg, at the Senate preſent were : 
Whom to oppre ße the Carth, he Furies ſent 

T ojpare the Guilty, vex the innocent, 


— — 


The 


An Elegie, 


The Conneell thus diſſolv d. as angry fever, 
Whoſe quencbleſſe thirft, by blood Was ſated never: 
Envying the Riches, Honour, Greatnefte, Love, 
And Vertut ( Loadſtone, which all theſe did move 
Of Noble CAR LET © x, his ſhe tooke aways 
And like « greedy Vulture ſeit d her prey: 
Weep With me each Who eit her reades or beaver, 
And hnow his loffe, deſerves bu Countries tears * 
The Mules loft a Patron by bus Fate, 
Vertne a Husband, and 4 Prop the State, 
Sol's Chorus weepes, and to adorne bis Herſe 
Calliope would ſing a Tragicke Verſe, 
And had there — before no Spring of t heiri, 
They Would bave made a Helicon with teares. 
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An Flegie on the death of m 
loving Friend and Couſen, Ma- 
ſter Richard Clerle, late of Lin- 
celns Inne, Gent. 


| 700 decreed by fledfaft Def ini, 
(T he world fromChaos trnd) that all ſhould dir. 
Hee who durſt frareleſe paſſe blacke Acheron 
And dangers of the infernal Region, 
Leading Hells triple Porter captivate, 
Was evergome hinſelfe, by cenquering Fate, 
The Roman Tullie's pleafing Eloquence, 
Which in the Eaves did Lal up every Sence 
Of the rapt hearer, bis mellifluous breath 
Could not at all charme unremar ſcleſſe Death, 
Nor Solon /o by Greece admir d, could [ave 
Himſclfe wit h all bu Wiſdome, from the Grays, 
Sterne Fate bronght Maro te bus Funeral! flame, 
And would ha ye ended in that five his Fame; 
Burmug thoſe lofty Lines, which now ſhall be 
Times cen juerers, and out-laſt Eteruity. 

Even 


* An Elegie. 


— — 


— — 


Even ſo l Clerk from de. ch no ſcape could find, 


Though arm dvb great Alcides valiant mind. 

He Was adorn'd in yeeres though farre more young 

With learned Cicero's, or 4 ſweeter Tongue, 

And could dead Virgil beare bus lofty ſtraine, 

He Wwonld condemne his owne to fire ap aine. 

His youth a Solons wiſdome did —_— 

Had envious Time but given him Solons age, 

ne wonld not therefore vo, if Learnings friend, 

Bewaile his fatal and wutumely end : 

u hs bath ſach hard, ſuch unrelent ig Eyes, 

As would not weep when ſo much Vertue dyes ? 

The God of Poets dat h in darkneſſe ſhrowd * 

His glorious face, and weepes behind a Loud. 

The dolefull Muſes thmkeng vo to write 

Sad Elegies, their teares confound their ſight : 
But bam to Elyſimms lafting foyes they bring, 
u bere wing ed eAngels bu ſad Requiems ſirg. 


* 


A. C. 


A 


Pins expuls'd by the appproxching Nighe 


Bluſh'd, and for ſhame clos a in his baſhfull hghtz 


Whilſt I with leaden Morphens overcome, 
The Miſe, whom I adore, enteid the roome, 
Her hayre with looſer curiofitic, 

Did on her comely bache diſbevel'd lye. 
Her Eyes with ſuch artraQtive beauty ſhone, 
As might have wal d 0] ceping Ih. 
She bid me riſe, and pron is'4 1 ould ſee 
Thoſe Fields, thoſe Manfiont of Felicity, 
Wee mortalls ſo admire at: Speaking thus, 
She lifts me up upon wing d Pegaſus. 
On whom I rid : knowing where ever ſhe 
Did goe, chat place muſt needs a Tempe be + 
No ſooner was my flying Courſer come 
To the bleſt dwellings of Ah 


When ſtraight a thouſand uaknowne joyes reſorr, 
And heman'd me round : Chaſt loves innocuor: ſport. 


A DREAME| 
ELYSIYM, 


: 
: 
. 


| 


A Dreame of Eh. 


— — 


A thouſand ſweers, bought with no following Gall, 

yes, not like ours, ſhort, bur perpernall, 

many object chatme my wandring eye, 

And bid my ſoule gaz: there erernally ? 
Here in full fre ame s, Bacchus thy liquor flowes, 
Nor knowes to ebbe : here Joues broad Tree beſtowes 
Diftilliag hony, heere doth Near paſſe 
* With copious current through the verdamt Graſſe, 
Here Hyacimb, his fate writ in his lookes, 
And thou Nerciſſus loving ſtill the Brookes, 
Once lovely boyes ; and Aci now a Flower, 
Are nouriſht, vith thatrarer heibe, whole power 
Created thce, Wartes potent God, here growes 
The ſpotleſſe Lillie, and the bluſhing Role. 
And all thoſe divers ornaments abound, 
Thar variouſly may paint the gawdy ground. 
No Willow, forrowes Garland, there hath roome, 
Nor Cypreſſe, (ad attendant of a T ombe- 
None but Ape Tree, and th'lvic Twine 
Imbracing the ſtout Oake, the fruitful Vine, 
And Trees with golden Apples loaded downe, 
On whole faire toppes ſweet Philomel alone, 
Vnmindfull of her former miſerie, 
Tunes with her voyce araviſhing Harmonie. 
Whilſt all the murmuring Brookes that glide along, 
Make up a burthen to her pleaſing Song, 
No Scritchowle, ſad companion of the Night, 
Ot hideous Raven with prodigious flight 
Preſaging future ill. Nor, Progne, thee 
Yet ſpotted with young Ia T ragedie, 
Thole Sacred Bowers receive. There's nothing there, 
That i not pure, immaculate, and rare, 
Turning 


urning my greedy fight another way, 
a row of ſtotme· contemaing Bay, 
ſaw the Thracien Singer with his lyte 
each the deafe tones to heare him, and admire. 
lim the whole Poets Chorus compaſs d round, 
whom the Oake, all whom the Lawrell crown d. 
here banuſh'd Ovid had a laſting home, 
ttet than thou couldſt give ingratcfull Rome 
nd Lucan (ſpight of Nero) ĩa each veine 
| every drop of his ſpilt bloud againe: 
„Sali firſt borne, was not poore ot blinde, 
ut ſaw as well in body as in minde. 
Tallis, grave (ato, Solon, and the reſt 
Of Greect's admir'd Wiſemen, here poſſeſt 0 
large reward for their paſt deeds, and gaine 
life, aseverlaſting as their Fame. 
By theſe, the vahant Heroes take their place, 
All who ſterne Death and perils did imbrace 
For Yertues cauſe. Great Alexander there 
Laughing atthe'Earth's ſmall Empire, dill weare 
A Nobler Crowne, than the whole world-could give. 
There did Horatixs (vclei, Sceva, live, 
And valiant Decius, who now freely ceaſe 
From Warre, and purchaſe an etetnall peace. 
Next them, beneath a Mirtle Bowre, where Doves, 
And galblefſe Pidgeons build their neſts, all Loves 
Faichfull perſeverers, with amorous kiſſes, 
And ſoft imbraces, taſte their greedieſt wiſhes, 
Leander with bis beauteous Here playcs, 
Nor are they parted with dividing Scat. 
Porcia injoyes her Brutus, Death no more 
Can now divorce their Wedding, as befote· _ 


A Dreame of EI. | ed 


Thube her Pyramas iſs'd, his Thube hee 
Embrac d, each bleſt th th others company. 
And every couple alwayes dancing, ling 
Eternall Dittics to Khun King. 
But (ce how ſoone theſe pleaſuies fade away, 
How neere to Evening is delights ſhort Day ? 
For th*watching Bird, true Nancixs of the Light 
Straight crowd: and all theſe vaniſht from my fight, 
My very Muſt her ſelfe forſooke mee too. 
Me griefe and wonder wak*d : What ſhould I dor ? 
Oh! let me follow thee (aid I) and goe 
From life, that I may Dreame for ever ſo. 
Wich that my flying Muſt I thought to claſpe 
Wichin my armes, but did a ſhadow graſpe. 

Thus chiefeſt lojes glide with the ſwiftefl ſtreame, 

And oh ow pleaſure's but a Dreame. 
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SCOTLAND» 


Mult have a breathing time,) Our Kay : ſtay there, 
Tel'c by degrees, let the inquibrive care 
Be held in doubt, and ete you ſay, Ii came, 
Let every heart prepare a roome 
For ample joyes: then 13 ſing as loud 
As thunder ſhot from the diyided cloud. 
Let Cygnus plucke from the Arakian waves 
The ruby of the rocke, the pearle that payes 
Great Neptunes Court, let every ſparrow beare 
From the three Siſters weeping barke a teare, 
Let ſpotted Lynces their tallons fill 
Wick chryſtall fetch d from the Prometbeas hill. 
Let Cythereas birds freſh wreathes com * 
Knitting the pale ſac t Lillie with the Roſe, 
Let the lelfe-· gotten Pharnix rob his neſt, 
Spoile his owne funerall pile, and all his beſt 
Of Myrrhe, of Frankincenſe, of Caſſa bring, 
To ſtrew the way for out rexurned King, 
Let every poſt a Panegyriche weare, 
Each wall, each pillar gratulations beate: 
And yer let no man igyocate a Muſe; 
The very matter will it ſelſe _ 

> 


On bu Majeſties returne out of 


Reat Charles : there 1 Trumpeters of Fame, 
(For he who ſpeakes his Titles, his great Name 


On his Majeſties returne out of Scotlaad. 


A lacred fury. Let the merry Bells 
(For unknowne joyes wotke unknowne miracles) 
King without helpe of Sexton, and pteſage 
A new-made boly-day for furure age. 

And if the Ancents us d to dedicate 
A golden Temple to propitions fate, 
At the returne of any Noble wen, 
Of Heroes, or of Fmperours, wee muſt then 
Kaiſc up a double Trephte, for their fame 
Was but the ſhadow ot our c HAR LES his name. 
Who is Gere where all vertues mingled flow ? 

f 


Where no defefAls, no impetfectiom grow ? 
Whoſe head is alwayes crown'd with victory, , * 
Snatch'd from BeH, band, him luxury 
In peace debilirates, whoſe tongue can win, 15 
Tales owne Garland, to hi ptide creeps in. Let 
On whom (like Atlas ſhoulders the propt tate xf 
As he were Primum Mobile of fate) | ba 
lely, relies, him bliad ambitioij moves, * 
His tyranny che bridled ſubjrct ptoves. 
But all thole vertues which they all poſſe ſt * 
Divided, are callected in thy breft 90 
Great Charles; Let Ceſar Paridies night, h 
Honorius praiſe the Parthians unfeyn'd flight, Eve 
Let Alexander call himſelf Joves pecte, A 
And place his ſmage next the Thunderer, 
Yer whilſt our (ales with equall ballance reignes T by 
'Twixt Mercy and Aſtres z and miintaines So « 
A noble pence; tis he, tis onely he An 
Who is moſt ncete, moſt like tie Deitie, 8. 


A Song 


A Song on the lame, 


| Ence clondell lookes, bence brony teares 
Hence eye, that ſorrows livery Weares, 
bat though a while Apollo pleaſe 
o viſit the Antipodes ? 
Vet be retarnes, and With ba light 
xpelr, What he hath can d the night. 
vat theugh the ſpring vaniſh away, 
nd With it the earths forme decay ! 
et at's new birth it will reſtore 
vat it departure tooke before. 
at though we mift our abſent King 
Erewbile ? Great Charles is come agin, 
eAnd, with bu preſence makes us know, 
T be gratitude to Heaven wet owe. 
So doth 4 crxe(l ſtorme impert 
2 teach us Palinurus tr. 
from ſalt flouds, Wept by our eyes, 
A joyfull Venus dot 551 ſe. * 


E 3 


A Vote. 


7 2 
1 Eft the miſconfiring world ſhould chante to ſay,. 


I duiſt not but in ſectet murmurs pray, 
Tow in 7ovei care, 
How mach 1 - chat funet A 
Ot gape at ſach a r ones fall, 
a * Thi ler al s heare, 
And future times in my —— picture ſee 
What I abhorre, what I defire to bee, 


2, 

I would not be a Puritan, though be 

Can preach two houres, and yet his Sermon be 
Buc halte a quatter long, 

Though from his old mechenicke trade 

By viſion bee's a Paſtor made, 
His faith was growne ſo ſtrong 

Nay though he thinke to gaine ſalvation, 

By calling thPope the Whore of Babylon, 


3 * 

I wonld not be a School-maſter, though he 
His Reds no leſſe than Faſte#deemes to be, 

Though he in many a place, 
Turnes Lily oftner — his gow 
Till at the laſt hee make the Nownes, 

Fight with the Verbes apace? 
Nay though he can in a Pocticke heat, 
Frgures, borne ſince, out of poore / gilt beat. 


I would} - 


A Vote. 


* 4. 


I would not be luſlice of Peace, though he 
Can with equaluy divide the Fee, 

And fakes with hut Clarke draw: 
Nay though he 6tupon the place 
Of ludgement with a learned face 

Iatricate as the Law. 

And whilſt he mulcts enotmities demurely, 
Breaks Friſciam head with ſenuences ſecurely, 


3. 


I would not be a Courtier, though he 

Makes his whole liſe the gueſt Comedy : 
Al he be aman 

In whom the Taylors forming Art, 

And nimble Barber claime moce 


Iban Nature ber lelſe can. 
Though, «Phe uſes wen, tis bis intent 
To put off death too, with aComplement, 


6. 


From Lawyers tongues, though they can ſpin with caſe 
The ſhorreſt cauſe into a Parephrale, 
From Vſutets conſcience 
(For ſwallowing ug young Heyreſo faſt 
Without all doubt, hey! at laſt 
Make me all innocence 
+ Good Heaven ; and fram thy eyes, 6 luſtice keepe, 
For though they be not bliad, they're oft aleeps, | 


E 4 From 


From Singing-mens Religion ; who are 

Alwayes at Church juſt ike the Crowes, 'canſe there 
They build themſelves a neſt. 

From too much Poetry, which ſhines 

Wich gold in nothing but irs nes, 

i Free, 0 you powers, my breſt. 

And from Aſtronomy within the skies 

Finds fiſh, and balls, yet doth bur Tantalize, 


a 8 - 
From your Court-Madamas beauty, which doth carry 
At morning May, at night a January. 
From the grave City brow 
(For though it want an R, it has 
The letter of Pythagetas) £ 


Keepe me 6 Fortune now, , 
And chines of beete innumerable ſend me, 
Or from che Komacke of the Guard defend me. 


9. 
This onely grant me: that my meanes may lye 
T oolow for cnvic, for contempt too high. 
Some honour I would have, 
Not from great deeds, but good alone, 
Ilrignote are better thanill know ne 
Rumor can ope the grave- 


Acquaintance I would hug, but when't depends 
Not trom the number, but the chayle of friends. 


Bookes 


8 tl] 


£#. wd 


4 Yote, 


— — 
— — 


— — 


10. 


Bookes ſheuld, not buſineſſe, entertaine che light. 
And fleepe, as undiſturt d as death the nigh, 

My beuſe a cottage moie 
Then palace, and ſhould firung be 
For all my ule, no luxuris. 

My garden painted ore 
With nature / hand, not arts and pleaſures yield, 
Horace might envie in his Sabine fie ld. 


, 11. 
Thus would I double my hic fading ſpace, 
For he that runs t well, twice runs his race, 
And in this true delight, 
Theſe unbought ſpores, and happy tate, 
I would nor feare, nor wiſh my face, 
But boldly fay each night,. 
To morrow let my Sunne his beames diſplay, 
Or in clouds hide thetn ; I bave (iv'd ts A. 


| 
| 
| 
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A Poetical Revenge. 


* 
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To meet in; hee (fome buſtnes twas did breed 


N a friend and ſ agreed 


His abſence) came nottheee; | up did gee, 


To the next Court for though | could not know 


Much what they meant, yet l might ſee and heare 
(As moſt ſpectatots doe at Theater) 

Things very ſtrange; Fortune did ſeame to grace 
My comming thes6,and helpe me to a place. 

But being newly ſctled at tlie (port, 

A ſewi-gentleman of thitnaes of Court, 

In a Sattin ſuite, tedeemd bur yeſterday 3 

One who is raviſht wth a C „1 Play, 

Who praycs God to deliver him from-go evill 
Beſides a Lay lots bill, and feares no Devil 
Beſides a Serjeant,thruſt me from my ſeat: 

Ar which l gan to quarrell, till a neat \ 

Man in a ruftc (whom therctcre | did take 

For Barriſter) open'd his mouth and ſpake ; 


Boy, get you gone,this is no Schoole ; Oh no; 
For at it were, all you gown'd-men would goc 


Vp for falſe Latin: they grew ſtraight to be 
Incenſt, l fear'd they would have brought on me 
An Action of Treſpas, till th young man 
Aforeſaid,in the Sattin ſuit, began 


it ll COWTTP 


To ſtrike me: doubtleſſe there had beene a fray, 
Had not I providently skipp'd away, 
Without replying ; for to {could is ill, 
Where 


A Poeticall Revenge, 


—— — 


Where every tongue's the clapper of a Mill, 

And can out-ſound Homer: Gradivas; o 

Away got I: but ere I farre did goe, 

1 flung ( the Darts of wounding Paririe) 

Thele two or three ſharpe curies backe: May hee 

Be by his Father in his Study tooke 

At Shakeſpeares Playes,in ſtead of my L. Cooke, 

May hee (though all his Writiags grow as ſooge 

As Butters out of eſtimation) 

Ger him a Pots name, and lo net come 

Into a Sergeant, ot dead ludges toome. 

May hee (tor tis finne ina Lawyer) 

True Latin uſe to ſpeake, even at the Barre. 

May hee become ſome poote Phyſicians prey, 

Who keepes men with that conſcience in = 

As he his Clyents doth, tall bis health bee 

As farre ferch'd a» a Grecke Nownes pedigree. 

Nay,for all that, way the diſeaſe be gone 

Never but in the long Vacation. 

May Neighbours uſe all '!Quarrels to decide; 

But if for Law any to Londos ride, 

Of all hoſe Clyents may no one be his, 

Vnleſle he come in, Forms Pauperi. 
Grant this you Gods, that tavour Poetry, 

Thar ſo at laſt theſe ceaſeleſſe rongues may be 

Brought into reformation,and not dare 

To quarrell with a thredbare Black; bur ſpare 
Them ho beate Scholars names, leſt ſome one take 
Splecne,and another Igveramm make, 


T# 
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| To he Ducheſſe of Buckingham, 


Fl ſhould ſay, chat in your face were ſcene 
{| Y Natures beſt Picture of the Cyprian Queene ; 
If i ſhould ſweare under Amerve's Name, 
Peet (ho Prophets are) fore-told your fame, 
The future age would thinke it flatterie, 
But to the preſent which can witneſſe be, 
*T would ſceme beneath your high delerts, as farre, 
As you above the reſt of Women are. a 
When Mari name with Villiers joyn d I ſee, 
How doe I reverence your Nobilitie 
But when the vertues of your Stock I view, 
{ (Envi'd in your dead Lord, admir'd in you) 
I halfe adore them: tor what woman can 
Beſides your ſelſe (nay I might ſay what man) 
Both Sexe, and Birth, and Fate, and yeeres excell 
In winde, in fame, in worth, in living well ? 
Oh, how had this begor Idolatrie, 
If you had lic d in the Worlds infancie, 
When mans too much Religion, made the beſt 
Or Deities, or Semi-gods ar leaſt? 
But wee, for bidden ihis by pictie, 
Ot, it wee were not, by your modeſtie, 
Will mite our hearts an Alrar, and rhere pray 
Not to, but for you, not that England may 
njoy your equal}, vhem you once ate gone, 
what s more poflible, c enjoy you long 


To 
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To his very much honoured Godfather, 
Mater A. B. 


| Love (for that upon the wings of Fame 

Shall perhaps mock Death or times Darts) my Nam. 
] love it more, becauſe 'rwas given by you; 
love it moſt, becauſe *rwas your name too. 

For if I chance to ſlip, a conſcious ſhame 

Plucks me, and bids me not defile your name. 


I'm glad that Citie hom T ow'd before, 

(Bur ah me! Fate hack croſt that willing Score) 

A Father, gave me a Godfather too, 

And I'm more glad, becauſe it gave me you; 
Whom I may rightly thinke, and terme to be 
Of the whole Citie an Epitomie. 


] thanke my carefull Fore, which found out one 

(When Nature had not licenced my tongue 

Farther then crycs) who ſhould my office doe; 

| thanke her more, de cauſe ſhee found our you: 
In whoſe cach looke, | may a ſentence fee; 
In whole each deed, a teaching Hoauly. 


How 


— — — 


How ſhall I pay this debt to you ? My Fate 
Denyes me Indian Peatle or Ferfran Plate. 
Which chough it did not, to require you thus, 
Were to ſend Apples to Alcinows, 
Apd ſell the cunning'it way: No, when | can 
In every Leafe,in every Verſe wrice Man, 
When wy Quill reliſheth a Schoole no more, 
When my pen-feather'd Muſe hath learnt to ſoare, 
And gotten wings as well as feet; looke then 
For equall thankes from my unwearied Pen: 

Till future ages ſay; 'rwas you did give 
A name to me, and I made yours to live. 
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An Elegie on the Death of 
M** Anne Whitfield. 
Hee's dead, and like the boure that ſtole her hence, 


With as much quietneſſe and imocence. 
And "tis as difficult a tube to winne 
Her travelling ſoule backe to its former Inne, 
Ai force that honre, fled Without tract away, 
Toe turne, and ftop the current of the day. 

What ſpall we Wweepe for thi and cloat h our eye 

With ſerrow.the Graves mourning Loerie ? 
Or ſhall we fight? and With that pions winde 
Dre faſter on What we alreadie finde 
| | Too ſwift for us, ber ſoule ? No; ſhee who dy de 
Like the ficke Sunne,when Night entombes bu pride ; 
Or Trees in eAnutumne,When unſeene decay 
And ſlow conſamption fteales the leaves away, 
uithout one murmur, ſhewes that ſhe did ſee 
Death as a good, not as 4 miſcrie. 

And ſo ſhe went to wndiſcovered Fields, 
From whence no path hope of returning yeeld; 
To any Traveler, and it muff be 
Oer ſolace now to court ber memoric. 


— 


nee 


An Elegie, 


mm 


mel tell bow love Was dandled in her eye, 

Ter carb d with a beſeeming gravitic, 

And how {beleeve it you 2 beart or reade ) 

Beaute and (baeftitie met and agreed 

In ber, although a ( ourtier : Wee Will tell 

How farre ber noble ſpiru did excel 

H r1,nay our Sexe : wee wil repeat her Name, 

And foree the Letters to an eAnagram. 

Whitfield wee cry, and amorons Windes ſhall be 

Ready to ſnatch that words ſweet har moe 

Ere"tis fpoks out : T bus wee muſt dull priefes fig, 

And cheat the ſorrow that ber loſſe would bring : 

T bus in our hearts eel bury her, and there 

write Here lyes Whitfield the chaſt, and faire, 
Art may no doabt'Y atelier T ombe invent, 
But not like this, a living Monument. 
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An Elegie on the Death of 
Jobs Liuletan Eſquire , Sonne and 


Heire to Sir Then Lierkrad who way 


drowned leaping into the water to ſave 
His younger Br rao 


AZ af theſe ater: 72 age 2 a ty 
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il the Sus court them 47 e 
No conſcions wrinckle hi on heir Þ 
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[ am «turf, os true ſome at her way 
It i 25 


5 Sprong from bu leſſe, then al 55 
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That 
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a An Elegie, ; 


Tha would re venge bis death. Oh 7 ball ſiune, 
And wiſh anon be had left vertuons herne. 
For When bus Brother (teapes for bm de pill, 
But they re all challeng d by the greater ill ) 
Strugled for life With the rude Waverhe too 
Leapt in, and ben hope no faint beame could ſhow), 
His chavitic ſhone oſt ;\ thou ſhalt, ſaid bee, 
Live wth me, Brother [ie dye with thee ; 
And ſo be did : Had he bene thine, 6 Rome, 

T how woeldff have cal d thu death a Martyrdome, 
And Saynted him; my conſcience give me leave, 

Ile doe ſo tos: if fate wil us bereave 

Of him we bopear'd living, there muſt be 

A kinde of veveroice te M memerie, = 

After bis death : and Where more juſt then here, 
there We'and end were both o finguler ? 

Of which th ens griefe,the ether imit at ion 

Of all men viddicates, ith admiration. 

He that bad onely fall With him, mig ht finde 

A latty Acadentie i» H winde; © 

Where Wriſcdofne, Maſter w. id Fellowes al 

1 biob we can food, well wi can utrinow call. * 

To apprehend hoſe Wot ds,thiſe thong bts that erre. 

Hu lui bad oat-run the reft yer, 

Srolns Peri fron the, au leapt te went ie yeares. 
eAnd as ie ed AL) full glori Fright, 

Ra. a BUT TRT gn; "Soo 
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4. Elegie. 


Shines upon all men with impArtiaſ lights 

And good morrow t the begger brivgs 

With as fall rayes as to the mig tieft Kings: 

Sos he, alt hong h bu Worth ** mir he claime, 

And give to pride am honoxrable name, 

With curteſie to all cloath'd vert uc ſo, 

That tw not big ber then bis t hong his were lem. 

In body tos, n Critique eye could 724 þ 

T be ſmalleſt blemiſh, to belye bus minde ; 

He vas all pureneſſe, and his outward pert 

ing-glaſſe and piſture of bis heart. 

When Water: (wallow d mankinde, and did c bes 

T be hungry Worme of its axpeſted meat ; 

When genmes, pluckt from the ſhore by rader hand, 

Return d againe unte their native ſands ; 

"MongFt all thoſe fpoylesr, there was not any prey. 

Could equal What this Brooks bath folne aways 
weepe t hen, ſad Floudi and though : hon rt innocen, 

Weepe becauſi fatt mau Fhee her inſtr vent 1 

And when long griefe hath dravks ap all thy ore, 

Come to our ces ae Will lend thee mere. .. + 7 


A tranſlation of Verſes upon the B. Vivein, 
written in Laim by the right 
Wworſkipfult Dr, A, 

Nee thou rejoycedſt, and iccjoyce for ever 
* Whole ume of joy (ball be choad were 
wo in her wombe the Hive of beares, 
Let ber drinke Comferts Honey with her cares. 
You brought che word of joy, which did unpatt 
An Haile to all, let us 4n Hole redytt, 
From you Ged ſeve into the World there came; 
Our Eccbo Haile is but an empty nagic. 

| Oratia Plens.. 

How loaded Hives are with theit Honic filr d, 
From diverſe Flowres — +o apa 


[Mow full is wich ber Brochers ray, 
ſhee drinks up with arbe the day, | 


722225 
So full | 

— Graces ſhe | 
Be full, who was full with the Deitie, | 

Domus tecum. 

The fall of mankind under deaths extent ' 
The quite of bleſſed ange did lament, | 
And wiſht 3 reparation to ice ) 
By him, who manhood juyn'd with Deities 


How gratefull ſhould Mans ſaſety «hen appene 
Thimſelſe, whoſe ſafety can the Angels cheare 7 

„ Benedifle tn in maliniieg. 
Death came, and troopes of hd diſteſes Jed 
Toth'earth, by womans hand folicited: 
Life came ſo too, and tro of Grace led 
To th' eat th, by womans ſolicited- 
As our lifes ſpring came from thy blefled wombe, 
So from our mouthes ſprings of thy praiſe ſhall come. 
Who did lifes bleffing give, tis fit that he 
Above all women A thrice bleſſed be. 


Et benedidius fruflus ventris tl. 


Wich mouth divine the Father doth proteſt, 
— 17 «wen. > . 
"I'was Chrift : which Mey without carnall thought, 
From the unfarhom'd depth of goodngfle brought, 
The word of bleſſing a juſt cauſe affoords, 

To be oft blefled winb redoubled words, 


Sprit Sandlus ſuperveniet in ic. 
As when ſoft Weſt winds ſtrooke the Garden Roſe, 
A ſhowre of ſweerer ayre ſalutes the Noſe. 


| The breath gives ſparing kiCes, nor with 
| Valocks the Virgin boſome of the Flowre. 
Soth'Holy Spirit upon Mary blow d, 
' And trom her ſacred Box whole rivers flow'd- 
| Yer loos d not thine ete mall chaſtity, 


Thy Roſes folds doe ſtill entangled lye. 
Beleeve chriſt bor de from an unbruiſed wormbe, 
So from unbruiſed Barke the Odors come. 


F 3 


Et virtus altri ſimi abumbynbit tibi. 
od hi a great Sonne begot ere time begunne, 
77 in time brought torth her tte Sonne. 
df double ſubſtance, one, life hee began, 
bod without Mother, witbout Faber Man. 
reat is this birth, and tis a ſlranger deed, 
I hat ſhce no max, then Gad no wife ſhould need. 
ſhade delighted the Child bearing Maid, 
nd Ged himſe lſe became to her a ſhade. 
O ſt/ ange deſcent ! who is lights Author, hee 
ill to his creature thus a hagdow bee. 
s unſeene light did from the Father flow, 
o did ſee ne light from Virgin Maris grow. 
en Moſes lought God in a ſhade to ſee, 
he Fathers (hade was, Chriſt the Daitie. 
et's ſet ke for = we darkneſſe hi ſt our ſight 
In light findet darkneſſe, nd in darkneſſe light 
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ODE I. 


On the praiſe ef Poetry. 
S 
as our tion, 
is not a Tombe cur out in Braffe, which can 
er ere al fl appear 
Bur Ve cs 3 e, 
Whird chere ate men to beate. 
When Time ſhall make the laſting Braſſe decay, 
And cate the Pramide away, 
Turning that Monument wherein men truſt 
Their names, to what it keepes, poore duſt: 
Then ſhall the Epitaph remaine, and be 
New graven in Eternitie. 
Poets by death are conquered, but the wit 
Of Poets triumph over ir. 
What cannot Verſe? When Thracian Orphews touke 
His Lyre,and gently on it trooke, 
The learned ſtones came dancing all along, 
And kept time to the charming ſong. 
With artifciall pace the Warllke Pine, 
ThiEine, and his Wife the Ivy ine, 
With all the bettet trees, which erſt bad ſtood 0 
Vnmov d, forſooke their native Wood- 
The Lawrell to the Poem hand did bow, 
Craving the honour of his brow : 
And every loving arme embrac'd, and made 
With their officious leaves a ſhade. 
The beaſts too ſtrove his auditors to be, 
Forgerting their old Tyrannic. 
The fearcfull Hart next to the Liew came, 
And Wolfe was Sbepheard to the Lambs, 
| Fa | 


NI Aral. 
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What my face is, and what my mind ſhould be. 


0 PE. 
nn Sem of the # 
* And Muſes ofthe place, Ro” 

Who when their little windpipes they had found 
Vnequall to ſo — 


Q'recome by art and pricts « 3 


- And fell upoi rake rs, 


Happy, 6 happy th N 2 ambe 
PPY p 2 ey ved by thee thee | 
, oven 
That a Naila, Poverty i to % preferred before 
diſcomented Riehes. 
1. 
H — udy 7 vich the 
0 . 2 22 — it be? 
— oth Poflolathite bewiteh, 
Infected yet with Midas glorions 1 etch ? 
2, 


Their dull and fleepie fireames are not at all 
Like other Flouds, Poetxcall, 
I hey bave nodagce, no wanton ſport, 
No gentle murmur, the lov'd ſhare to court. 


— — 


No Fiſh inhabjte the ef Houd, 


Nor con it feed the neighbourin Wood, 
No Flower or Herbe i nere it Gans, 
But a perpetuall Winter ftetyes the ground. 


Give we a River which doth ſcorne to ſhew 
An added beauty, whole cleert brow 
May be my looking-glale, to ſee 


ODE. 
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Here waves call waves, and glide along in renke, 
And praule to thy (milng banke, 
Here fad Kay tell the ix tales, 
And ich enrich the Brooke with Glver (cales. 
6. 
Daſjes the firſt borne of the te e wing Spring, 
On each fde their «mbrodery bring, 
Here Lillie \ wy > ow wore white, 
And Daſſaduli to ſee themſelve: 


Here a freſh Arbor gives her amoroos ſhade, 
Which Xatare, the beſt Gard ner made. 
Here | would ſer, and fing wde l>yes, 
Such as the Nimphs and me my {Uſe hould pleaſe. 


Thus 1 would waſte, thus end my carelefſe dayes, 
And Xobin-red- brefls whom men praile 
For pious birds, ſhould when I dye, 
Make both my Monument and Flegis. 


—— — 


— 
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ODE. III. 
70 hir Miſtris. 
12 rien dye why doe you wearg 
You, whole cheekes beſt ſcarler are ? 
Why doe You fondly pin 
Pure linne ns ore your skin, 


Your skin that's whiter farre, 
Caſting a duskie cloud before a Statte 


Why beorcæy our neckea/golden chaynhe 
Did Naturemate your haite in vaine, - | 
Ot Gold moſt pure and ferie ? 
With gemnes why dot you ſhine ? 
They, neighbqurs to your eyes, 
Shew but hie Phoſpbor, _ the Sanne doch riſe, 
5. 
I would have all my ia parta, 
Owe more ro Natare them us Hrts; 
: would not woe the dreſſe, 
Or one whoſe nights give lee 
Conrtentment, then the day. 
Shee's lauc, whaſc beayty onely makes ber gay» 


For tis not buildings make a Court 
Or pompe, but tis the Kings relort ; 
Jupiter downe powre 
Him elfe, and id a ſhowre 
Hide ſuch bright Maieſtie 
Leſſe then a f des ent it cannot be, 
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On the uncertainty of Fortune. A Tranſlat ion. 


I, 
Eave off unfit complaints, and cleere 
From fghs your breſt, and from black clouds your brow, 
When thc Sunne ſhines not with his wonred cheere, 
And Fottune throwes en adverſe caſt for you. | 
I hat Sca which vext with Notts 13, « 
The merry E :{{wiads will to morrow kiffe, 


The 


ODE. 


in ——— — 
2. 


The Sunne to day rides droufily, 

 morrow *rwill put on a looke more faire, 

thtet and groaning doe akernately 

ne, and teares ſporty neere ſt neighbours are. 
' Tis by the Gods appointed ſo 

good fate ſhould with mingled dangers flow. 


3. 

Who drave his Ozen yeſterday, 
now over the Noblcſt Komanes reignc . 
on the Gabi, and the Cures lay 
e yoake which from his O xen he had tane. . 

Whom Heſperus ſaw poore and low, 
mornings eye behalds him greateſt now. , 

4. 

If Fortune knit amengſt her play 
t ſetiouineſſe; he ſhall againe goe 
o his ald Country Farme of yeſterday, 
olcofting people no meane jeſt become. 

And with the crowned Axe, which he 
rul'd the World, goe backe and prune ſome Tree. 
Nay if he wantthe tuel cold requites, 
With his owne Paſces he ſhall make him fres. 


ODE V. 
'* commendation of the time we (ive under the 
Reign of our gracious K. Charles. 


vel be that wretch (Deaths FaQtor fare ) whobrewghe 


Dune Swords int9 tHe peacetull world, and taught 
| Smirhs, 


— — — — — — — 


* ODE; 


Smiths, who before could onely wake 
The Spade, the Plowſbare, and the Rake z 
Arte, in moſt cruell wiſe 
Mans life tepiromize. 
2. 
Then men (fond men alas) rid paſt to ih grave, 
And cut thole threads, which yer the Fates would ſave. 
Tnen Charen (weated at his trade, 
And had a bigger Ferry made, 
Then, then the filver hayte, 
Frequent before, grew tagt. 
Then Revenge martied to Ambition, 
Begat blacke ve, then Augrice crept on. 
Then limits to each feld were ſtrain'd, 
And Terminus a Godhead gaind, 
Tomen before was found, 
Delides the Sea, no bound. 


In whot Playne or what River hath nor beene 
Warres ſtory, writ in blood ( ſad ſtory) ſeene? 
This truth too well our Eg knowes, 
"I was civill daughter dy d her Rge: 
Ney then her Life roo, 
Wah bloods lolle paler grew 


Such geieſes, nay worſe than theſe, we now houl ferle, 
Did n i juſt Charles lence the rage of ſleele 
it to or Land bleſtpeace doch bring, 
Ab N-1ghbour Countries envying, 
Hepp; who did remaine 
V aborne till {harles his reigte 


Whe:s 


| 


ud 


| 


cre dreaming Chimichs is you paioe and coll } 
low is your oyle, bow + you labout loſt ? 
Our (bovles, bleſt f Gοð¼gh Grange. 
Beleeve it future times) dd change 

The Iron age of old, 

Into an age of Gold, 


ODE. VI. 
Vpon the Jbortnefſe of Mans life, 


Arke chat ſwift Arcow how it cutsthe ayre, 
How it out- runnes thy hunting cy e, 
Vie all perfwabons now, and wy 
If thou canſ call it backe, or ſtay ic there, 
That way it went, but thou ſhalt find 
No tua of t leſt behind. 
Feole tia thy life, and the fond Archer, thou, 
Of all the time thou'ſt ſhot away 
Ve did thee ferch but yeflerday, 
And it ſhall be too haid a take to doc. 
Beſides repentance, what canſt End 
That it hath left behind ? 
Out life is carried with too iropg a ryde, 
A doubt full c bud ous ſubſtance beares, 
And is the Horſe of all our yeares, 
Each day doth on a winged whirie-wind ride, 
Wee and our Glefſe run out, and muſt 
Both rende t up var duſt, * 


— — —4i.—— 


ODE. 
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Bur 1 who without gricſe can ſee, 
never thinkes is end too neere, 
But ſayes to Fame, thou art mine Hart. 
That man extends lifes naturall brevity, 
This is, this is the onely way 
T'out-live Neſtor in a day. 
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An Anſwer to 15 to 
Cambridge. 


1. 
N lcboly, my bettet ſelfe, forbeare, 
For if thou telſt hit Cambridge pleaſares are, 
The Schoole-bojes finne will light on we, 
I ſhallin mind atleaſt a TU be. 
Tell me not how you feed your minde 
With daintics of Phulsſophy, 
In Ovi NI ſhall not finde, 
The caſte once pleaſed me. 
O tell me not of Legia diverſe cheare, 
I ſhall begin to loach cur (Trane here. 


2, 

Tell me not how the waves appeare 
Of Cam, or how it cuts the learned ſoiere, 

I (hall contemae the troubiad Thames, 
On her chiefe H even when her ſtreames, 

Are with rich fo lly guilded, when 

The Dungboat is made gay, 

luſt like the bravery of the men, 

and graces with freſh paint that day 
When tch'Cipe (hines with Flagges and Pageanns there, 
And Sattin Doublers, ſeen got twice a ycete. 


Why 


3. 

Why doe I ſtay then? I would meet 
Thre there, but clue. upon my feet 2 , 

'Tis my chicfe wiſhto live with thee, 
But not till I deſerve thy company: 

Till then wee I ſcorne to let that toy, 

Some forty miles, divide our hearts : 

Wrice to me, and | ſhall enjoy, 

Frienaſtup, and wit, thy bettet parts. 

envious Fertam larger hindrance brings, 

Wee'l caſely ſee cach other, Love bath wings. 


FINTS, 


